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HE AWOKE - and wanted Mars. 
The valleys, he thought. 

What would it be 
like to trudge among them? 
Great and greater yet: the 
dream grew as he 
became fully conscious, the 
dream and the yeiuning. He 
could almost feel the 
enveloping presence of the 
other world, which only Gov- 
ernment agents and 
high officials had seen. A 
clerk like himself? Not 
likely. 

"Are you getting up or 
not?" -his Wife Kirsten asked 
drowsily, with her 
usual hint of fierce cross- 
ness. ~'Ifyou are, push the 
hot coffee button on the 
darn stove! ' 
"Okay; ' Douglas Quail said, 
and made his way barefoot 
from the bedroom 
of their con apt to the 
kitchen. Ther~ having duti- 
fully pressed the hot coffee 
button, he seated himself at 
the kitchen table, brought 
out a yellow, small tin 
offine Dean Swift snuff. He 
inhaled briskly, and the 
Beau Nashmixture stung 
his nose, burned the roof of 
his mouth. But still he in- 
haled; itwoke him up and 
allowed his dreams, his noc- 
turnal desires and random 




wishes, to condense 
into a semblance of ratio- 
nality. 
1 will go, he said to him- 
self. Before 1 die I'll see 
Mars. 

It was, of course, impos- 
sible, and he knew this even 
as he dreamed. But 
the daylight, the mundane 
noise of his wife now brush- 
ing her hair before the 
bedroom mirror-everything 
conspired to remind him" of 

what he was. A 
miserable little salaried 
employee, he said to himself 
with bitterness. Kirsten 
reminded him of this at 
least once a day and he did 
not blame her; it was a , "0; 
wife's job to bring her hus- 
band down to Earth. Down to 
Earth, he thought, and 
laughed. The figure of 
speech in this was literally 
apt. 

' 'What are you sniggering 
about?" his wife asked as 
she swept into the kitchen, 
her long busy-pink robe wag- 
ging after her. '~ dream, I 
bet. You're, 
always full of them!" 

"Yes," he said, and gazed 
out the kitchen window at 
the hover-cars and. 
traffic runnels, and all the 
little energetic people hur- 




/ 



rying to work. In a little- 
while he would be among 
them. As always. 
"I'll bet it had to do with 
some woman; ' Kirsten said 
witheringly. 

"No," he said "A god. The 
god of war. He has wonderful 
craters with 
every kind of plant-life 
growing deep down in them!" 
"Listen! ' Kirsten crouched 
down beside him and spoke 

earnestly, the 
harsh quality momentarily 
gone from her voice. "The 

bottom of the oceanour 
ocean is much more, an in- 
finity of times more beauti- 
ful. You know that; 
everyone knows that. Rent an 

artificial gill-outfit 
fOr\both of us, take a week 

off from work, and we can 
descend and live dowrt there 

at one of those 
year-round aquatic resorts. 
And in addition-" She broke 
off. "You're not 
listening. You should be. 
Here is something a lot 
better than that compulsion, 
that obsession you have 
about Mars, and you don't 
even listen!" Her voice 
rose piercingly. "God in 
heaven, you're doomed, Doug! 
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What's going to 
. become of you?" . 
"I'm going to work;' he 
said, rising to his feet, 
his breakfast forgotten. 
"That's what's going to 
become of me! ' 
She eyed him. "You're get- 
ting worse. More fanatical 
every day. Where's it 
going to lead?" 
"To Mars," he said, and 
opened the door to the 



Was this the answer? Mter 
all, an illusion, no matter 

how convincing, 
remained nothing more than 
an illusion. At least objec- 
tively. But subjectively 



into it, "Mr. Douglas 
Quail is here, Mr. McClane. 
May he come inside, now? Or 
is it too soon?" 
"Giz wetwa wum-wum wamp; ' 
the phone mumbled. 



- quite the opposite entire- "Yes, Mr. Quail;' she said. 

ly. "You may go in;)lr. McClane 
And anyhow he had an ap- is expecting 

pointment. Within the next you! ' As he started off un- 

five minutes. certainly she called after 
Taking a deep breath of him, "Room D, Mr. Quail, 
mildly smog-infested Chicago To your right." 
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Th« City 
WattmlntUr B 

St. Thomu' Hi 
Wittrlo^s^ 




PUT 



Having descended from the 
taxi Douglas Quail slowly 
walked across three 
densely-populated foot run- 
nels and to the modem, at- 
tractively inviting 
d'oarway. 
There he halted, impeding 
mid-morning traffic, and 
with caution read 
the shifting-color neon 
sign. He had, in the past, 
scrutinized this sign 
before .•• but never had he 
come so close. This was very 
different; what he did 
now was something else. 
Something which sooner or 
later had to happen. 

REKAL, INCORPORATED 





air, he walked 
through the dazzling poly- 
chromatic shimmer of the 
doorway and up to the 
receptionist's counter. 

The nicely-articulated 
blonde at the counter, 
bare-bosomed and tidy, said 
pleasantly, "Good morning, 
Mr. Quail! ' 

"Yes;" he said. "I'm here to 
see about a Rekal course. As 
I guess you 
know. " 

"Not 'rekal' but recall; ' 
the receptionist corrected 

him. She picked up the 
receiver of the vidphone by 

her smooth elbow and said 



After a frustrating but 
brief moment of being lost 
he found the proper 
room. The door hung open and 
inside, at a- big genuine 
walnut desk, sat a- 
genial-looking man, middle- 
aged, wearing the latest 
Martian frog-pelt gra 
suit; his attire alone would 
have told Quail that he had 
come to the right 
person. 

"Sit down , Douglas," Mc- 
Clane said, waving his plump 

hand towadrd" a 
chair which faced the desk. 

"So you want to have gone to 
Mars. Very good." 
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"So you want to have gone to 
Mars. Very goo • 
Quail seated himself, feel- 
ing tense. "I'm not so sure 
this is worth the fee/' 
he said. "It costs a lot and 
as far as I can see I really 
get nothing!" Costs almost 

as 

much as going, he thought. 

. "You get tangible proof of 
your trip;' McClane dis- 
agreed emphatically. 
'~1 the proof you'll need. 
Here; I'll show you!" He dug 
within a drawer of his 
impressive desk. "Ticket 
stub." Reaching into a 
manila folder, he produced a 
small square of embossed 
cardboard. "It proves you 
went-andretur~ed. 
Postcards!' He laid out four 
franked picture 3-D full- 
color postcards In a 
neatly-arranged row on the 
desk for Quail to see. 

"Film. Shots you took of 
local sights on Mars with a 
rented moving camera!" To 
Quail he displayed 
those, too. "Plus the names 
of people you met, two hun- 
dred poscreds worth of 



souvenirs, which will arrive 
- from Mars - within the 
following month. 

glanced up ke~nly at Quail. 
"You'll know you went, all 
right; ' he said. "You 
won't remember us, won't re- 
member me or ever having 
been here. It'll be a 
real trip in your mind; we 
guarantee that. A full two 
weeks of recall; every last 
piddling detail. Remember 
this: if at any time you 
doubt that you really took 
an extensive trip to Mars 
you can return here and get 
a full refund. You see?" 

"But I didn't go; ' Quail 
said. "I won't have gone, no 
matter what proofs 
you provide me with!' He 
took a deep, unsteady 
breath. '~nd I never was a 
. secret agent with Inter- 
plan!' It seemed impossible 
to iUpl that Rekal, Incorpo- 
rated ' s 

extra-factual memory implant 
would do its job - despite 

what he 
had heard people say. 

"Mr. Quail; ' McClane. said 



patiently. "~you explained 

in your letter to 
us, you have no chance, no 
possibility in the slight- 
est, of ever actually get- 
ting 

to Mars; you can't afford 
it, and what is much more 

important, yo ould 

never qualify as an under- 
cover agent for Interplan or 
anybody else. This IS the 
only way you can achieve 
your, ahem, life-long dream; 
am I not correct, sir? 
, You can't be this; you 
can't actually do this!' He 
chuckled. "But you can have 
been and have done. We see 
to that. And our fee is rea- 
sonable; no hidden 
charges." He smiled encour- 
agingly. 
"Is an extra-factual memory 
that convincing?" Quail 
asked. 

"More than the real thing, 
sir. Had you really gone to 

Mars as an Interplan 
agent, you would by now have 
forgotten a great deal; our 

analysis oftrue-mem 
systems - authentic recol- 
lections of major events in 
a person's life - shows 
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that a variety of details 
are very quickly lost to the 
person. Forever. Part of the 
package we offer you is such 
deep implantation of recall 
that nothing is 
forgotten. The packet which 
is fed to you while you're] 
comatose is the 
creation of trained eJl.- 
perts; men who have spent 
years on Mars; in every cas 
we verify details down to 
the last iota. And you've 
picked a rather easy 
extra-factual system; had 
you picked Pluto or wanted 
to be Emperor of the 
Inner Planet Alliance we'd 
have much more difficulty '" 
and the charges 
would be considerably great- 
er."' 

Reaching into his coat for 
his wallet, Quail said, 
"Okay. It's been my 
life-long ambition and so I 
see I'll never really do it. 
So I guess I'll have to 
settle for this. " 



I 



"Don't think of it that 
' McClane said severely. 

"You're not accepting 
second-best. The actual 
memory, with all its vague- 
ness, omissions and 
ellipses, not to say distor- 
tions - that's second-best!' 
He accepted the money 
and pressed a button on his 
desk. ' "All right, Mr. 
Quail; ' he said, as the door 

of 

his office opened and two 
burly men swiftly entered. 
"You're on your way to 
Mars as a secret agent." He 
rose, came over to shake 
Quail's nervous, moist 
hand. "Or rather, you have 
been on your way. This af- 
ternoon at four-thirty 
you will, urn, arrive back 



here on Terra; a cab will 
leave you off at your 
cona}lt 

and as I say you will never 
remember seeing me or coming 
here; you won't, in 
fact, even remember having 
heard of our existence! ' 
His mouth dry with nervous- 
ness, Quail followed the two 
technicians from 
the office; what happened 
next depended on them. 
Will I actually believe I've 
been on Mars? he wondered. 

That I managed to 
fulfill my lifetime ambi- 
tion? He had a strange, lin- 
gering intuition that some- 
thing 

would go wrong. But just 
what-he did not know. 
He would have to wait and 
find out. 

The intercom on McClane 's 
desk, which connected him 
with the work 
area of the firm, buzzed and 
a voice said, "Mr. Quail is 
under sedation now: 
sir. Do you want to super- 
vise this one, or shall we 
go ahead?" , 
"It's routine," McClane ob- 
served. "You may go ahead, 
Lowe; I don't 
think you'll run into any 
trouble." Programming an ar- 
tificial memory of a trip 
to another planet - with or 
without the added fillip of 
being a secret agentshowed 
up on the firm's work-sched- 
ule with monotonous regular- 
ity. In one month, he calcu- 
lated wryly, we must do 
twenty of these ••• ersatz 
interplanetary 
travel has become our bread 
and butter. 
"Whatever you say, Mr. Mc- 
Clane;' Lowe's voice came, 
and thereupon the 



intercom shut off. 
Going to the vault section 
in the chamber behind his 

office, McClane 
searched about for a Three 
packet-trip to Mars-and a 
Sixty-two packet: 
secret Interplan spy. Find- 
ing the two packets, he re- 
turned with them to his 
desk, seated himself com- 
fortably, poured out the 

contents -merchandise 
which would be planted in 
Quail's conapt while the lab 

technicians busied 
themselves installing false 
memory. 

A one-poscred sneaky-pete 
side arm, McClane reflected; 

that's the largest item. 
Sets us backfinancially the 
most. Then a pellet-sized 
transmitter, which could 
be swallowed if the agent 
were caught. Code book that 
astonishingly resembled 
the real thing .«. the 
firm's models were highly 
accurate: based, whenever 
possible, on actual U.S. 
military issue. Odd bits 
which made no intrinsic 
sense but which would be 
woven into the warp and woof 
of Quail's imaginary 
trip; would coincide with 
his memory: half an ancient 

silver fifty cent piece, 
several quotations from John 
Donne's sermons written in- 
correctly, each on a 
separate piece of transpar- 
ent tissue-thin paper, sev- 
eral match folders from 
bars on Mars, a stainless 
steel spoon engraved PROP- 
ERTY OF DOME-MARS 
NATIONAL KIBBUZIM, a wire 
tapping coil which- The in- 
tercom buzzed. "Mr. McClane, 

DATASTREAM 13 




THE: WORLD OF- TOTAL RtKAL 



BY PHILLIP K. DICK - We Can Remember It for You Wholesale 



I'm sorry to bother you but 

something 
rather ominous has come up. 
Maybe it would be better if 
you were in 
here after all. Quail is al- 
ready under sedation; he re- 
acted well to the narkid- 

rine; 

he's completely unconscious 
and receptive. But -" 
"I'll be in!" Sensing trou- 
ble, McClane left his 
office; a moment later he 
emerged in the work area. 
On a hygienic bed lay Doug- 
las Quail, breathing slowly 
and regularly, his 
eyes virtually shut; he 
seemed dimly - but only 
dimly - aware of the two 
technicians and now McClane 

himself. 

"There's no space to insert 
false memory-patterns?" Mc- 
Clane felt irritation. 
"Merely drop out two work 
weeks; he's employed as a 
clerk at the West 
Coast Emigration Bureau, 
which is a government 
agency, so he undoubtedly 
has or had two weeks' vaca- 
tion within the last year. 
That ought to do it!" Petty 
details annoyed him. And 
always would. 

"Our problem; ' Lowe said 
sharply, "is something 
,:\uite different." He 
bent over the bed, said to 
Quail, "Tell Mr. McClane 
what you told us ! ' To 
McClane he said, "Listen 
closely! ' 

The gray-green eyes of the 
man lying supine in the bed 
focussed on 
McClane 's face. The eyes, he 
observed uneasily; , had 
become hard; they had a 



polished, inorganic quality, 
like semi-precious tumbled 

stones. He was not 
sure that he liked what he 
saw; the brilliance was too 
cold. "What do you want 
now?" Quail said harshly. 
"You've broken my cover. Get 
out of here before I take 
you all apart." He studied 
McClane. "Especially you; ' 

he continued. 
"You're in charge of this 

counter-operation. " 
Lowe said, "How long were 
you on Mars?" 
"One month," Quail said 
gratingly. 
' "And your purpose there?" 

Lowe demanded. 
The meager lips twisted; 
Quail eyed him and did not 

speak. At last, 
drawling the words out so 
that they dripped with hos- 
tility, he said, ' "Agent for 
Interplan. As I already told 
you. Don't you record every- 
thing that's said? Play 

your vid-aud tap ack for 

your boss and leave me 
alone!' He shut his eyes, 
th~n; the hard bnlhance 
ceased. McClane felt, in- 
stantly, a rushing splurge 
of relief. 

Lowe said quietly, "This is 
a tough man, Mr. McClane! ' 
"He won't be;' McClane said, 
"after we arrange for him to 
lose his memory- 
chain again. He'll be as 
meek as before! ' To Quail he 

said, "So this is why 
you wanted to go to Mars so 
terribly bad! ' 

Without opening his eyes 
Quail said, "I never wanted 

to go to Mars. I was 
assigned it - they handed it 
to me and there I was: 
stuck. Oh yeah I admit I 



was curious about it; who 
wouldn't be?" Again he 
opened his eye~ and surveyed 
the three of them, McClane 
in particular. "Quite a 

truth drug you've 
got here; it brought up 
things I had absolutely no 

memory o£" He pondered. 
"I wonder about Kirsten; ' he 
said, half to himself "Could 

she be in on it? An 
Interplan contact keeping an 
eye on me ••• to be certain 

I didn't regain my 
m~mory? No ":I'0nder she'~ 
been so derisive about my 
wanting to go there." 
Famtly, he smiled; the smile 
- one of understanding - 
disappeared almost 
at once. 

McClane said, "Please be- 
lieve me, Mr. Quail; we 
stumbled onto this 
entirely by accident. In the 
work we do -" 

"I believe you," Quail said. 
He seemed tired, now; the 

drug was continuing 
to pull him under, deeper 
and deeper. "Where did I say 

I'd been?" he 
murmured. "Mars? Hard to re- 
member-I know I'd like to 

see it; so would 
everybody else. But me -" 
His voice trailed oft '"Dust 
a clerk, a nothing 
clerk. " 

Straightening up, Lowe said 
to his superior. "He wants a 
false" memory 
implanted that corresponds 
to a trip he actually took. 
And a false reason 
which is the real reason. 
He's telling the truth; he's 
a long way down in the 

DATASTREAM 14 



THE: WORLD OF- TOTAL RtKAL 



W~ W. w w I 



BY PHILLIP K. DICK - We Can Remember It for You Wholesale 



narkidrine. The trip is very 
vivid in his mind - at least 
under sedation. But 
apparently he doesn't recall 
it otherwise. Someone, prob- 
ably at a government 
military-sciences lab, 
erased his conscious memo- 
ries; all he knew was that 
going to Mars meant some- 
thing special to him, and so 
did being a secret 
agent. They couldn't erase 
that; it's not a memory but 
a desire, undoubtedly 
the same 'one that motivated 
him to volunteer for the as- 
signment in the first 
place. " 

The other technician, 
Keeler, said to McClane, 
"What do we do? Graft a 
false memory-pattern over 
the real memory? There's no 
telling what the 
results would be; he might 
remember some of the genuine 
trip, and the confusion 
might bring on a psychotic 
interlude. He'd have to hold 
two opposite 
premises in his mind simul- 
taneously: that he went to 
Mars and that he didn't. 
That he's a genuine agent 
for Interplan and he's not, 
that it's spurious. I think 
we ought to revive him with- 
out any false memory implan- 
tation and send him 
out of here; this is hot!' 

''Agreed;' McClane said. A 
thought came to him. "Can 
you predict what 
he'll remember when he comes 
out of sedation?" 

"Impossible to tell," Lowe 
said. "He probably will have 
some dim, diffuse 

memory of his actual trip, 
now. And he'd probably be in 



grave doubt as to its 
validity; he'd probably 
decide our programming 
slipped a gear-tooth. An~ 
he'd remember coming here; 
that wouldn't be erased- 
unless you want It 
erased!" 

"The less we mess with this 
man," McClane said, "the 
better I like it. 
This is nothing for us to 
fool around with; we've been 
foolish enough to - or 
unlucky enough to - uncover 
a genuine Interplan spy who 
has a cover so 
perfect that up to now even 
he didn't know what he was - 
or rather is ! ' The 
sooner they washed their 
hands of the man calling 
himself Douglas Quail the 

better. 

' 'Are you going to plant 
packets Three and Sixty-two 
in his conapt?" Lowe 
said. 

"No; ' McClane said. ' "And 
we're going to return half- 

his fee! ' 
" 'Half! Why half?" 
McClane said lamely, "It 
seems to be a good compro- 
mise! ' 

As the cab carried him back 
to his conapt at the resi- 
dential end of Chicago., 
Douglas Quail said to him- 
self, It's sure good to be 
back on Terra. > 
Already the month-long 
period on Mars had begun to 
waver in his memory; 
he had only an image of pro- 
found gaping craters, an ev- 
er-present ancient 
erosion of hills, of vital- 
ity, of motion itself A 
world of dust where little 
happened, where a good part 



of the day was spent check- 
ing and rechecking one's 
portable oxygen source. And 
then the life forms, the un- 
assuming and modest 
~ay-brown cacti and maw- 
worms. 

As a matter of fact he had 
brought back several mori- 
bund examples of 
Martian fauna; he had smug- 
gled them through custoin~. 
Mter all, they posed 
no menace; they couldn't 
survive in Earth's heavy at- 
mosphere. 
Reaching into his coat 
pocket, he rummaged for the 
container ofMartian 
maw-worms- 
And found an envelope in- 
stead. 

Lifting it out, he discov- 
ered, to his perplexity, 
that it contained five hun- 
dred 

and seventy poscreds, in 
cred bills oflow denomina- 
tion. 

Where 'dl get this? he asked 
himself. Didn'tl spend every 
"credl had on my trip? 
narkidrine. 

With the money came a slip 
of paper marked: One-half 
fee refd. By 
McClane. And then the date. 
Today's date. . 
"Recall," he said aloud. 
"Recall what, sir or madam?" 
the robot driver of the cab 

inquired respectfully. 
"Do you have a phone book?" 
Quail demanded. 

"Certainly, sir or madam." A 
slot opened; from it slid a 
microtape phone 
book for Cook County. 
"It's spelled oddly," Quail 
said as he leafed through 
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the pages of the yellow 
section. He felt fear, then; 
abiding fear. "Here it is;' 
he said. "Take me there, 
to Rekal, Incorporated. I've 
changed my mind; I don't 
want to go home." 
"Yes, sir or madam,, as the 
case may be," the driver 
said. A moment later 
the cab was zipping back in 
the opposite direction. \ 
"May I make use of your 
phone?" he asked. 
"Be my guest," the robot 
driver said. And presented a 
shiny new emperor 
3-0 color phone to him. ., 
He dialed his own conapt. 
And after a pause found him- 
self confronted by a 
miniature but chillingly re- 
alistic image of Kirsten on 
the small screen. "I've 
been to Mars;' he said to 

her. 

"You're drunk." Her lips 
writhed scornfully. "Or 
worse? ' 
" 's God's truth." 
"When?" she demanded. 



"I don't know." He felt con- 
fused. ' "A simulated trip, I 
think. -By means of 
one of those artificial or 
extra-factual or whatever it 
is memory places. It 
didn't take." 
Kirsten said witheringly, 
"You are drunk." And broke 
the connection at 
her end. He hung up, then, 
feeling his face flush. 
Always the same tone, he 

said 

hotly to himself. Always the 
retort, as if she knows ev- 
erything and I know nothing. 
What a marriage. Keerist, he 
thought dismally. 
A moment later the cab 
stopped at the curb before a 
modern, very attractive 
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little pink building, over 
which a shifting polychro- 
matic neon sign read: 
REKAL, INCORPORATED. 
The. receptionist, chic and 
bare from the waist up, 
started in surprise, 
then gamed masterful control 
of herself. "Oh, hello, Mr. 

Quail," she said 
nervously. "H-how are you? 
Did you forget something?" 
"The rest of my fee back," 

he said. 

More composed now, the re- 
ceptionist said, "Fee? I 
think you are mistaken, 
Mr. Quail. You were here 
discussing the feasibilit} 
of an extra-factual 
trip for you, but - " She 
shrugged her smooth pale 
shoulders. '"As I understand 
it, no trip was taken." . 
Quail said, "I remember ev- 
erything, miss. My letter to 
Rekal, Incorporated, 
which started this whole 
business off. I remember my 
arrival here, my 
visit with Mr. McClane. Then 
the two lab technicians 
taking me in tow and admin- 
istering a drug to put me 
oue' No wonder the firm had 
returned half 
his fee. The false memory of 
his "trip to Mars" hadn't 
taken - at least not 
entirely, not as he had been 

assured. 

"Mr. Quail;' the girl said, 
"although you are a minor 
clerk you are a 
good-looking man and it 
spoils your features to 
become angry. If it would 
make you feel any better, I 
might, ahem, let you take me 

out ... " 

He felt furious, then. "I 
remember you; ' he saip sav- 
agely. "For instance the 



fact that your breasts are 
sprayed blue; that stuck in 

my mind. And I 
remember Mr. McClane 's prom- 
ise that if I remembered my 

visit to Rekal, 
Incorporated I'd receive my 
money back in full. Where is 
Mr. McClane?" 
After a delay-probably as 
long as they could manage - 

he found himself 
once more seated facing the 
imposing walnut desk, exact- 
ly as he had been an 
hour or so earlier in the 
day. 

"Some technique you have; ' 
Quail said sardonically. His 
disappointment 
-and resentment-was enor- 
mous, by now. "My so-called 

'memory' of a 
trip to Mars as an undercov- 
er agent for Interplan is 
hazy and vague and shot 
full of contradictions. And 
I clearly remember my deal- 
ings here with you 
people. I ought to take this 
to the Better Business 
Bureau?' He was ~urning 
angry, at this point; his 
sense of being cheated had 
overwhelmed him, had 
destroyed his customary 
aversion to participating in 
a public squabble. 

Looking morose, as well as 
cautious, McClane said, "We 

capitulate, 
Quail. We'll refund the bal- 
ance of your fee. I fully 
concede the fact that we did 
absolutely nothing for you?' 
His tone was resigned. 

Quail said accusingly, "You 
didn't even provide me with 
the various artifacts that 

DATASTREAM IB 



WORLD OF TOT 




BY PHILLIP K. DICK - We Can Remember It for You Wholesale 



you claimed would "prove" to 
me I had been on Mars. All 

that 

song-and-dance you went in- 
to-it hasn't materialized 
into a damn thing. 
Not even a ticket stub. Nor 
postcards. Nor passport. Nor 
proof of immunization 
shots. Nor - " 
"Listen, Quailt McClane 
said. "Suppose I told you -" 
He broke off. 

"Let it go?' He pressed a 
button on his intercom. 
"Shirley, will you disburse 
five hundred and seventy 
more 'creds in the form of a 
cashier's check made 
out to Douglas Quail? Thank 
you." He released the 
button, then glared at 
Quail. 

Presently the check ap- 
peared; the receptionist 
placed it before l\lcClane 
and once more vanish~d out 
of sight, leaving the two 
men alone, still facing 
each other across the sur- 
face of the massive walnut 

desk. 

"Let me give you a word of 
advice; ' McClane said as lw 
signed the check 
and passed it over. "Don't 
discuss your, ahem, recent 
trip to Mars with 
anyone?" 

"What trip?" . . 
Well, that's the thing." 
Doggedly, McClane said, "The 
trip you partially 
remember. Act as if you 
don't remember; pretend it 
never took place. Don't 
ask me why; just take my 
advice: it'll be better for 
all of us." He had begun to 
perspire. Freely. "Now, Mr. 



Quail, I have other busi- 
ness, other clients to see!' 
He rose, showed Quail to the 

door. 

Quail said, as he opened the 
door, "A firm that turns out 
such bad work 
shouldn't have any clients 
at all." He shut the door 
behind him. 
On the way home in the cab 
Quail pondered the wording 
of his letter of 
complaint to the Better 
Business Bureau, Terra Divi- 
sion. As soon as he could 
get to his typewriter he'd 
get started; it was clearly 
his duty to warn other 
people away from Rekal, In- 
corporated . 
When he got back to his 
conapt he seated himself 
before his Hermes 
Rocket portable, opened the 
drawers and rummaged for 
carbon paper - and 
noticed a small, familiar 
box. A box which- he had 
carefully filled on Mars 
with Martian fauna and 
later smuggled through cus- 
toms . 

Opening the box he saw, to 
his disbelief, six dead 
maw-worms and several 
varieties of the unicellular 
life on which the Martian 
worms fed. The protozoa 
were dried-up, dusty, but he 
recognized them; it had 
taken him an entire day 
picking among the vast dark 
alien boulders to find them. 
A wonderful, illuminated 
journey of discovery. 

But I didn't go to Mars, he 

realized. 
Yet on the other hand- 
Kirsten appeared at the 
doorway to the room, an arm- 
load of pale brown groceries 



gripped. "Why are you home 
in the middle oftheday?" Her 
voice, 

in an eternity of sameness, 
was accusing. 

"Did I go to Mars?" he asked 

her. "You would know! ' 
"No, of course you didn't go 
to Mars;you would know that, 
I would think. 

Aren't you always bleating 
about going?". 

He said, "By God, I think I 

went!' After a pause he 
added, "And simultaneously] 
think 1 didn't go! ' 
"Make up your mind ! ' 
"How can I?" He gestured. "I 
have both memory-tracks 
grafted inside my 
head; one is real and one 
isn't but I can't tell which 
is which. Why can't I rely 
on you? They haven't tin- 
kered with you!" She could 

do this much for him at 
least - even if she never 
did anything el 

Kirsten said in a level, 
controlled voice, "Doug, if 

you don't pull yourself 
together, we're through. I'm 
going to leave you ! ' 

"I'm in trouble." His voice 
came out husky and coarse. 
And shaking. 
"Probably I'm heading into a 
psychotic episode; 1 hope 
not, but-maybe 
that's it. It would explain 
everything, anyhow!" 

Setting down the bag of gro- 
ceries, Kirsten stalked to 

the closet. "I was not 
kidding," she said to him 
quietly. She brought out a 
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coat, got it on, walked 
back to the door of the 
conapt. "I'll phone you one 
of these days soon" she 
said tonelessly. "This is 
goodbye, Doug. I hope you 
pull out of this eventually; 
I really pray you do. For 
your sake." 

"Wait," he said desperately. 
"Dust tell me and make it 
absolute; I did go or I 
didn't - tell me which 
one! ' But they may have al- 
tered your memory-track 
also, he realized. 

The door closed. His wife 
had left. Finally! 

y 

A voice behind him said, 
"Well, that's that. Now put 
up your hands, Quail. 
And also please turn around 
and face this way! ' 
He turned, instinctively, 
without raising his hands. 



The man who faced him wore 
the plum uniform of the In- 
terplan Police Agency, and 
his gun appeared to be UN 
issue. And, for some odd 
reason, he seemed familiar 
to Quail; familiar in a 
blurred, distorted fashion 
which he could not pin down. 
So, jerkily, he raised his 

hands . 
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and then took it to 
Creative Works Australia 
where we had some signifi- 
cant additions such as using 
muslin and foam to form the 
outer structure. As well as 
building multiple other set 
pieces around the pod to 
give it the look of a dingy 
futuristic virtual reality 
NetPod den. Used by the 
public the same way internet 
cafes are used today. 
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Above: Matthew Joyce 
(Writer, Director, Set 
building's assistant's 
assistant's lacky) 

The next major challenge was 
to build a hoverbike that 
was unlike any other we had 
seen and that wasn't con- 
verted from mere spare 
parts. We wanted something 
truly unique for the desert 
bike scene for the virtual 
world planet of Taemon. This 
required us to build it up 
from the frame out. 

When I posted some pictures 
of the frame on facebook it 
came across some pretty 
strong criticism but as the 
bike filled out people 
started to be amazed at the 
look and design. I think the 
key is to always have a plan 
for what the outcome is 
going to be... that way you 
will save a lot of trouble 
in the long run. 

(Middle right - David Wood- 
croft test cruising) 
(Bottom right - Sarah Mawbey 
"Chloe" with the end result) 





CHECK BACK FOR INSTRUCTIONS HUMAN 





DATASTREAM 4D 




If you are a regular Machete 
Girl reader, there's only a 
small chance you're well ac- 
quainted with the Aarne- 
Thompson classification 
system, if at all. According 
to folklorists (and other 
lumbering beasts entirely 
made of glasses, beards and 
socially disruptive brai- 
nmeat), it is a collection of 
plot patterns found in fol- 
ktales around the world. In 
the light of Arthur C. 
Clarke's idea of how a- 
dvanced technologies are i- 
ndistinguishable from magic 
and a growing list of a- 
rticles from fringe culture 
to popular science sites 
really hammers home this 
fusion of different reality 
models -, this compendium of 
narrative patterns quickly 
turns into a collection of 
blueprints for innovative 
technologies. Or, a shor- 
tlist of concepts that could 
have made it to reality - 
possibilities range from i- 
nsanely ingenious contra- 
ptions to time travel or 
mechanisms of the truly 
occult. This is Damage von 
Rock with your five minutes 
of cultural anthropology in 
the futurepresent 
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itire universes, then we'll 
create everything that we 
could ever imagine, and then 
- elegantly taking this one 
step further - we'll be able 
to make everything that we 
couldn't even imagine, this 
line of reasoning so dis- 
turbingly grandiose and 
numbing that you decide to 
run with its flow just so he 
stands up and leaves your 
table sooner. Then you can 
let your brain will weep. 
Uncontrollably. (Which is 
fine at that point. Anyone 
who looks like Woody Allen 
and talks metaphysics is a 
reason enough for despair.) 

But let's just stick with 
being gods for a bit longer. 
Grant Morrison, chaos punk 
extraordinaire in his latest 
book SUPERGODS layed out in 
great detail how our Batman, 
Superman and other childhood 
icons are created along 
godly archetypes by the 
comics industry profession- 
als and how these concepts 
are gradually thwarted by 
their fanbase, scattered 
into different personalities 
through different timelines, 
parallel universes or even 
cosplayer interpretations. 
Neil Gaiman plays that same 
trump in AMERICAN GODS, 
talking about a gradually 
disappearing pantheon of old 
gods and a plethora of new 
ones, mostly rooted in and 
funnelled by, consumerism. 
And a personal friend of 
mine whom all readers might 
and should know, Zoog von 
Rock of Angelspit, recently 
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current 
mechanisms of fear are no 
longer rooted in relig 
but bureaucratic instit. 
tions. Satan does not ma 
you feel vulnerable - ins 
ance companies and trouble- 
some policies do. (Go watch 
his cyberpunk blipverts. He 
has many words of wisdom.) 
All this propels us to the 
pivot point when we realize 
gods are so much our cre- 
ations, we could just be 

them. 

And that's when the acid 
puts you on Ganymedes with 
an inflatable cucumber 
helmet, a rusty strap-on and 
two dozen pictures of Sara h 
Palin in an orgy of inter 

cial furries. 

First time being a trickster 
god, apparently. 




Gods. Entities of omnipres- 
ence and omnipotence. Crea- 
tures with infinite levels 
of freedom. 

Databases in the wake of the 
web2.0 revolution (and the 
ones facilitating the web3.0 
breakthrough - however you 
care to interpret the ver- 
sion numbers), augmented re- 
ality, locative media and 
streaming technology made 
omnipresence possible, won- 
derfully and poetically de- 
scribed by Ben Russell's 
HEADMAP MANIFESTO. Omnipo- 
tence comes to us through 
augmentations, implants and 
ingestable nanotech - and 
this is something that's 
been floating on the waves 
for a long time, most polit- 
ically by Lukas Zpira of the 
bodymod community with his 
BODY HACKTIVISM MANIFESTO 
and Bruce Sterling's Virid- 
ian movement. (Note: Donna 
Haraway's CYBORG MANIFESTO 
is a previous proof of aca- 
demical thinking hinting at 
human/machine fusions level- 
ing up human evolution.) 
And, most obviously - trans- 
humanism, theorists, devel- 
opers and roadside DIY 
grinders, who 're perfectly 
enacing the Zpiraesque 
dream. 

Given the r/evolutionary 
greenlight to parkour over 
the bio/logical boundaries 
of the human body and main- 
tain all our rights for re- 
inventing ourself through 
body modification and seeing 
how bodymodders and cosplay- 
ers break expectations for 
personality "bubbles" and 
social facades - mutation 





a lot to do with visualiza- 
tion and self-suggestion 
techniques) . 



One more thing., though. Su- 
perskills through implants 
make me remember two sto- 
ries. One about a friend who 
went into shock on a train 
when a teenage boy was 
stabbed to death in front of 
her in three seconds of 
tunnel darkness. For his 
iPod. The other about Steve 
Mann., Grinder of the First 
Order, professor at the Uni- 
versity of Toronto, self- 
made cyborg, harassed and 
thrown out of a McDonald's 
in Paris, mid-Dune 2012, for 
wearing his eyewear firmly 
attached to his head. Noone 
went helping. Noone would 
help when bothered for tech. 
If magical talents are a- 
cquired through technology, 
hide or disguise them. Tec- 
hnologically we're evolving 
with the finesse and speed 
of a cheetah. Spiritually 
and culturally as a whole 
species - still not much 
difference from the evil 
little fuck next door tea- 
ring out spider legs 

There are bins full of torn 
out spider legs on the out- 
skirts of middle-class lib- 
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And the same goes for ob- 
jects, products and crea- 
tures, too. Take the magical 
objects in the Aarne-Thomp- 
son index. The purse of For- 

tunatus that replenishes 
itself? NFC phones with m- 
commerce apps. The poor 
girl's spindle, shuttle and 
needle that showed the path 
to her house and adorned it 
so that the prince could 
find and marry her? Fou- 
rsquare, Layar and some 
third-party AR decor app. 
The voice without the body 
in the Beast's house that 
talks to the Beauty? An- 
ything from a loudspeaker to 
closed circuit surveillance. 

Lycanthropes and various 
beasts of lore? Genetic e- 
xperiments gone haywire. (Or 
intentional. Don't know 
which one is worse.) 

Gods? Yeah, gods. 
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at is the point when Corn- 
Wedge disagrees. You know 
him, he likes to keep the 
ball rolling. It is all 
about merging tech with the 
body and having extraordi- 
nary abilities, presented as 
a mostly male-oriented 
thing, he says. 



I boldly disagree, then 
shiver. (University MA in 
cultural studies does that 
to you.) Cyberpunk gender 
politics are still present 
in issues like AI gender (do 
AIs sound female in a delib- 
erate attempt to present ar- 
tificial constructs with a 
traditional female submis- 
sive personality instead of 
a headstrong male one like 
H.A.L.?) but implant tech in 
2012 is asexual in its prac- 
ticality - Ghost in the 
Shell, Sleep Dealer, The 
Matrix, Gene Generation, 
Aeon Flux or the amazing 
Shirley Garbage in The Sarah 
Connor's Chronicles achieved 
a lot in illustrating the 
numerous ways women merge 
with technology out of which 
sex is only a single goal of 
many. (And try envisioning 
an AI WITH a personality but 

WITHOUT a gender, Maslow 
gently sliding down into the 
trenches of uselessness . ) 
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I leave you with one thing to ponder on. There is a 
well-known and much acknowledged ceremonial magick 
practice known as the Achieving the Knowledge and Con- 
versation of The Holy Guardian Angel. Which is 
strange., because I've just checked out my Google His- 
tory and just spent 200 bucks on a psychological pro- 
file and a statistic forecast for the upcoming six 
months based on my OpenGraph. So I'm pretty much done 

conversing. 
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